
        
            
                
            
        

     
   
    
 
   Enslaved by the Deep
 
   Lust of the Eldritch – Volume 1
 
    
 
   by
 
   Solar Harris
 
    
 
    
 
   * * * * *
 
    
 
   Published by Solar Harris
 
    
 
   Enslaved by the Deep
 
   Copyright 2014 by Solar Harris
 
   Cover by Solar Harris. Photo by Luis Hernandez and modified under the Creative Commons Attribution License
 
   https://creativecommons.org/licenses/by/2.0/legalcode
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Also by Solar Harris:
 
   Lust of the Eldritch – a summer serial
 
   #1 - Enslaved By the Deep
 
   #2 - Filled by the Horror
 
   #3 - Broken by the Queen (coming soon)
 
   #4 - ???
 
   #5 - ???
 
   #6 - ???
 
    
 
    
 
   The ACQUIRED SERIES
 
   ACQUIRED
 
   COLLECTED
 
   ENTHRALLED (coming summer 2014)
 
    
 
   MILKSHAKE
 
   LUCIDITY (Amazon exclusive)
 
    
 
    
 
   tumblr.solarharris.com
 
   @solarharris
 
   find Solar Harris on Goodreads
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 



Dedication
 
    
 
   Kay, this is all your fault.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




Get the latest news as well as exclusive goodies just for fans! 
 
   Sign up for the mailing list.
 
    
 
   http://solarharris.fanbridge.com
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 



AUTHOR’s NOTE:
 
   This is the most extreme thing I’ve ever written. It’s not going to be for everyone. If I were to use a horror movie analogy, the rest of my erotica is Wes Craven and this is Eli Roth. That’s probably the wrong analogy, though, because I hate torture porn. Hate it a lot.
 
    
 
   Fair warning, there are monsters and tentacles. There’s ovipositors and physical transfiguration and there’s mental enslavement. There’s no death and no gore, though - even I have things that squick me out. I’m putting this note at the beginning, though, because I know that I personally prefer to be told there are things waiting that aren’t everyone’s cup of tea.  I won’t spoil anything for those of you saying “yes, yes, that’s what I came here for” but to any readers who are unsure, I felt obligated to issue this warning:
 
    
 
   Here there be monsters.
 
    
 
   -Solar Harris, May 2014
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   1.
 
   I don’t know where I am.
 
   I don’t remember very much at all.
 
   Here is what I remember:
 
    
 
   2.
 
   My name is Brianna Charles. I work for a small little startup company. We make server solutions - the little parts of all the web and phone apps you’ve ever used that you didn’t realize needed a bunch of complicated code to make sure everyone can like the pictures of what you are about to eat or drink or fuck.
 
   I had a happy, normalish life. I went to work, lunched with friends, would go out on nights and weekends with my other twenty-something friends in a vain attempt to hold onto our youth, and got in a little bit of the fun kind of trouble whenever I could. My first truly one-night stand happened a little over a month ago and the freedom from not having to stick around for breakfast or to take phone calls and pretend like there might be some kind of future in our fucking was an enormous relief. I don’t remember his name anymore.
 
   I don’t remember lots of things.
 
   I can’t remember my street address, though I know it was a west side duplex I shared with a family that had an annoying brat of a child and a noisy dog that would never, ever shut up.  I don’t remember my PIN number, though I remember there was finally a little bit of money in that account because server solutions business was starting to take off. I don’t remember how I got where I am.
 
   Well, I remember a little.
 
    
 
   3.
 
   I am not a “joiner.” I don’t go in for mandatory group fun, I don’t like when the singer in the dive cover band wants us to clap our hands and pretend like they’re the real Guns ‘N Roses and afford them the same privileges of showing them our tits. I hate trust falls and “sharing time” and more than all of those things I hate corporate retreats, especially the kind put on by a third party company my company hired to improve “cohesiveness.” No, I’d rather show up, do the same good job I’ve been doing for the last thirteen months, and not ever talk about feelings or trust or use stupid buzzwords. 
 
   I did not have a choice, this time. A bigger company bought our little start-up last month and while my benefits package and “retention bonus” were certainly nice, this new company also was big on the three Bs: Beers, Bro Culture, and Buzzwords. 
 
   As a woman programmer, I was already starting to feel less welcome than I’d been in the past, and my distaste for the buzzword-heavy groupthink meetings was easy to read on my face. The new overlord, Chris, saw it almost right away and singled me out for what our old HR might have considered non-sexual harassment had she not been “made redundant” during the acquisition. Cindy got out easy, though. Me, I had to stay. I’d taken their tainted retention bonus and now owed them another twelve months before I could legally seek different employment.
 
   Chris didn’t exactly make my life a living hell, but he was fond of pulling me aside and telling me that my attitude wasn’t very “Group-positive,” and that he was concerned that I was a ringleader who would spread that negativity to other people in my group. What Chris meant by this was that I wouldn’t sleep with him or pretend that his habit of distributing beer, high-fives, and empty platitudes from an airport giftshop book on business leadership counted as him doing actual work, nay, executive-level management.  There were six other women in the company and (I guess) they weren’t playing along either. Clearly, my negativity was to blame.
 
   I’m nearly certain this contributed to the proclamation that a mandatory group retreat would be taking place over the upcoming weekend. Chris and his even less-useful partner Gordon were renting a series of cabins at a lake about two hours away in the mountains. They’d paid Leve1E1even, this company with a frankly stupid name, to organize a weekend’s worth of activities that were designed to foster togetherness and team unity and blah, blah, blah. In violation of every labor law that would have mattered in a country where unemployment was so high that I was the only one of my friends not currently looking for a job, attendance was Mandatory with a capital “M.”
 
   I rode up with Miranda, who was the lead CSR, and Kaytee, a fresh-faced intern we’d picked up from a college in upstate New York for the semester. Neither of them thought Chris and Gordon were the worst things in the world, but they also freely admitted they didn’t have nearly as many interactions as my team had to have with them. “I’m just looking forward to a little time by the lake,” Kaytee remarked in an attempt to liven the mood in the car. 
 
   “I wouldn’t count on too much of that,” said Miranda, who was thirty-six and had been at a couple tech companies by now. “When you hire one of these companies to plan your retreat, they plan every waking minute of it. If the goal is ‘unity’ or all that bullshit, they’re gonna force us to be together doing their stupid activities the whole time. Booking lake cabins and turning it into a ‘vacation’ is all just part of the trap to make it seem like it’s all going to be a lot of fun. They might as well book a warehouse and issue us all cots, though, for all the location matters. Every stupid game you ever played in every P.E. class you ever hated is about to come back but with some kind of stupid empty Yoda-ism attached to it,” Miranda warned.
 
   I just laughed. “There! That’s my fault. Sorry, Kaytee. It’s just like Chris warned me: my toxic negativity is spreading and now it’s infected poor Miranda.”
 
   We giggled and made a few jokes at the expense of Chris’ (assumed) micoscopic penis in the name of purging all our evil feminine negativity before we got up there. Miranda plugged her phone into the stereo and we streamed shameless pop songs that we sang along to at top volume and for the next thirty minutes, we were all actually feeling pretty good. Pretty normal. All good. 
 
    
 
    
 
   4.
 
   I am naked, but not shivering. Wherever I might be, it’s so dark that I’m almost certain the shapes I see moving in front of me are not real, but those strange visions and shapes you see when your eyes can’t make out anything at all and your poor brain (so accustomed to getting information of some kind when it knows the eyes are open) starts making things up to fill in the gaps. 
 
   I am certain of this until I feel one of them wrapping around my legs. 
 
   It is warm, body temperature, and smooth. It’s impossibly smooth, and it feels nice in a way, until it moves and winds its way higher up my legs. It winds past my knee and then my thigh.
 
   It attaches to me. Something like a mouth or a large sucker of some kind opens at the tip of the tentacular thing and meets me between my legs. The soft warmth of its maw closes around me completely and makes a seal. When I tense and resist, more tentacles catch each of my wrists and restrain them firmly. My free leg kicks and that two gets a tentacle to hold it back. 
 
   They lift me.
 
   I am hoisted in the air, a good three or more feet. The one that slithered around my right leg and attached itself to me is doing most of the work. They’re all so smooth and warm. The feeling is so distinctly… alien. 
 
   The gentle suction the thing with the mouth used to clamp over me becomes more pronounced. I thrash and try to scream, but I feel something else, another big fat one winding its way around my midsection and constricting my breath. It slithers around and then up between my breasts and the maw of it opens against my face. I smell something sweet like bubblegum and then it attaches itself to my face. The seal clamps over my ears and cheeks and for a few moments I still try to fight it. That sweet bubblegum air is stronger and the will to resist leaves me. I stop thrashing. I don’t scream.
 
   I feel a bulge, a fatness in the first tentacle that grabbed me. An expansion at the base near my ankle. It travels through the thing, this fatness, inside the tentacle and moving ever upwards, like a clog in the hose that’s heading towards the mouth. It’s coming for me. Higher. Higher. Towards my vagina. Is it going to put something in my-
 
   Another fatness distracts me, moving through the one around my midsection. I feel it force my breasts to each side and am conscious only of a widening of the maw that’s trapped and suckered over my face before the thing emerges at the end of the tunnel it’s been traveling. A blast of sweet air hits my face and then I feel something wet and impossibly smooth attach to my face. It adheres there for a moment and then wriggles until it finds my open mouth and slips inside.
 
   At the same moment another smooth fat thing is deposited inside my vagina.
 
    
 
   5.
 
   The cabins were nice, at least.
 
   Our car was the first to arrive, and we managed to get some say in where we were being put, so we chose the cabins on the far side of the lake, hoping to create a buffer between ourselves and the a-holes like Chris for at least the period of time when we were sleeping and showering.
 
   We each had a private cabin, except for Kaytee who did not rate the full anything as an intern, it seemed, even though she’d still been required to attend this retreat. She’d been told she’d have to pay for half the cabin herself, which was frankly the kind of bullshit I wasn’t going to work for one second longer than my contract required me to. I offered to let her crash in my room. When Miranda heard about it, however, she intervened and upgraded her own cabin to a deluxe, which cost one and a half times a regular, but had a suite layout with a pullout couch that Kaytee’s half could pay for.  “I dare Chris to say anything about this,” she said with a sly smile. “It’s exactly the same money, after all. The only problem he can possibly have is that it defeats his persecution of an underpaid college girl.”
 
   “Thanks guys,” said a very grateful Kaytee. 
 
   “Think nothing of it,” Miranda said firmly. “Besides, I’ve been married forever. A different roommate will be nice.”
 
   We had a little free time to ourselves and I for one was not about to let it go to waste. “Come on,” I said to my companions. “Let’s get settled in our places as quickly as possible and then get some time by the water or having a little fun that’s not sponsored by a lot of bullshit.”
 
   The other girls agreed in a hurry. We cynically voted to get our bathing suits on (there was bound to be some issue with this, we just KNEW) and make use of the free paddleboats tied up at the docks. We’d get a little tan if we were lucky, and even if that didn’t happen we could pretend we were on some kind of girls’ vacation before harsh reality intruded.
 
   I guess I was feeling optimistic when I packed, because I had two bathing suits zipped into the side compartment of my duffle bag. One was a cute but sensible one-piece, the one I’d brought in case there was some kind of company-wide aquatic activity. The other was the new bikini I bought in a moment of rare defiance, the one I planned to wear this summer regardless of whether I lost those five pounds or not. This outing called for the bikini, clearly.
 
   I was gratified to see Miranda and Kaytee had the same thoughts. We emerged from our cabins at almost the same time. Kaytee was sporting the kind of skimpy side-tied number that made me wish for the perfectly flat stomach and perky flawless behind I’d had in my early twenties without having to nearly die at spin class three times a week. Even Miranda, who had five years on me, was rocking one of those Meryl Streep bodies that makes you realize you have no one to blame but yourself for not looking drop-dead sexy well into your forties. Her bikini was the flirtiest and most daring and I couldn’t help myself. “Miranda, I’m gonna have to call HR on you. That’s inappropriate for the workplace.”
 
   “I’m gonna call HR on you, darling. Quit staring at my tits.”
 
   We laughed on our way to the docks and, since there were plenty, each piloted our own paddleboat away from the docks and to the center of the lake. Kaytee had one of those little speakers you connect to your phone and played some pop and dance music while we paddled far, far away from the shore. Once we were a ways from the docks, Miranda distributed miniature airplane-sized bottles of rum and tequila to each of us and winked. “If we’re gonna do a thing,” she said with mock sternness, “we’re gonna do it right.”
 
   “I hope you saved some of these for later,” I said, already unscrewing the tiny bottle of rum. “I have a feeling I’m going to need one later.” I tipped the rum back and smirked. “Yo-ho-ho.”
 
   “Watch who you’re calling a ho,” Miranda said with a wink. “And there’s more where that came from. These kind of retreats are either completely dry affairs or a constant hangover. It depends on what faction of bro culture is running the retreat in question. I haven’t fully made up my mind about Chris and his boys, but I decided to err on the side of caution. We can come back to our cabins and have a nightcap and make fun of them and retain our sanity.”
 
   Kaytee went straight into the tequila. “I don’t know if sanity is what you had in mind if you packed tequila.”
 
   I found that I was really getting to like Kaytee in particular. “You still have dreams,” I told her. “Go do something with them. Don’t end up here with us.”
 
   “I still have student loans,” Kaytee shot back. “So I’m gonna go where the money is.”
 
   Miranda booed and turned her boat to face Kaytee more directly. “Don’t. Money’s fleeting. You won’t believe how quickly a bad job grinds you down. It ages you prematurely.”
 
   Kaytee shook her head. “Oh I’m not buying that if it’s coming from you. You’re fucking gorgeous.”
 
   Miranda smiled charitably. “I’m flattered, but I’d steal your young, tight body given half an opportunity. And I don’t mind telling you that I would not waste one moment of a cellulite-free ass that still has that youthful tightness to it.”
 
   Kaytee and I hooted loudly. “Oh,” I giggled, “you’re one of those dirty, truthful drunks, aren’t you?”
 
   Miranda shrugged and smiled lazily, reclining in her paddle boat and tracing little lines over the belly ring I just noticed was in her navel. “I had my fun when I was younger. Every now and then I still manage to get up to some shit, too.”
 
   Kaytee frowned. “But you’re married.”
 
   “Oh. Honey. That’s adorable.”
 
   Kaytee refused to let that go. “No, now you have to spill. Don’t just dangle shit like that!”
 
   Miranda handed over another bottle of tequila. “First you have that. Then you tell us the naughtiest thing you’ve ever gotten up to.”
 
   Kaytee took the bottle and the challenge implied. “Fine. But then you have to tell.”
 
   Miranda nudged her chin at my unopened tequila. “Come on. Don’t think you’re not participating in this, Bree.”
 
   I shook my head. “Oh, no you don’t. Tequila’s my demon.”
 
   “Good. We want demons.”
 
   I grumbled but gave into peer pressure. I really wasn’t fond of the tequila headache that followed a few hours after the consumption. It’s just not one of those drinks I have any fun with.
 
   Kaytee, on the other hand, seemed to be one of those college girls the spirit’s made for. She downed the bottle, her second, and then angled her boat to face us. In the process I got a little splashed by her wake and things deteriorated momentarily into a splashing contest.
 
   Kaytee‘s suit, which was white, got a little, ahem, see-thru, but I didn’t know a good way to tell her. And also: she was just so sweet and innocent that I didn’t want to ruin her or make her feel uncomfortable.
 
   Miranda had no such issues and splashed with her hand. “Hey. No cheating and distracting us from the question, girlie.”
 
   Kaytee sighed. “Okay. So we’re playing grown-up truth or dare, it seems. So fine. Last semester I was at this party. You know the kind, there’s a lot of loud EDM and a little Molly going around and a mini rave going on in the back yard of some frat.”
 
   Miranda and I nodded like we knew. We didn’t.
 
   “So my friend Kellie and I go to this party together and we’re hoping to run into this guy Kellie’s been pretty into. We’re not Greek, but we always get into the parties, right? So anyway,” she continued before Miranda and I could confirm we had even a little bit of the same life experience to share, “we’re on this couch and the guy Kellie’s into is nearby and we’ve had a few. 
 
   And they’re all, like, ‘you should totally kiss,’ and I’m not into that, it’s fine, you know, I’ve got no problem with it if two girls or two guys wanna be together, I’m not like prejudiced or anything. But I knew Kellie was really into the guy and she had her hand on my knee like she kinda wanted it to happen so I did it. And we made out on the couch for about five minutes, I think. It was nice, I liked how her face wasn’t scratchy from any kind of beard and how she tasted nice and like she’d actually brushed her teeth at some point that day. 
 
   Meanwhile the guys are all shouting additional directions at us, like ‘touch each other’s tits’ and stuff like that. Kellie was into it faster than me and before I knew it she hand her hand under my shirt and was squeezing my boob. And I did the same to her for another five minutes and by now we were all wrapped up in each other.”
 
   Miranda lofted a brow and sipped her own bottle. “And then it became a threesome.”
 
   “And then the guy Kellie was into yakked right into a trashcan next to us. And that was kind of the end of the night,” Kaytee finished lamely. “But I totally had a lesbian experience!”
 
   Miranda shot me a look and mouthed “adorable” at me. I giggled and covered my mouth. I didn’t want Kaytee to feel like we were laughing at her. It was sweet, really, and wonderfully naive.
 
   She seemed to sense we weren’t as impressed or shocked as we ought to be. “Well, what’s your best naughty story,” she asked Miranda.
 
   “My husband bought me an absolutely scandalous little black dress. He also bought me all new lingerie, the full business, fancy La Perla shit. Mostly lace and garters and a bra that pushed my tits up so far they practically were spilling out of the neckline of that little dress. We got me looking flawless and I put on a pair of fuck-me heels I usually only wear for dirty bedroom games. 
 
   We went to a bar in the shady part of New Orleans. I sat at the bar and waited for someone to buy me a drink. Big black guy. Six feet, bald, one gold tooth, tats up one arm, one of them almost definitely a prison tat. I danced with him while my husband watched from across the room. 
 
   After about an hour, I got in the stranger’s car and texted my husband the address. The guy took my back to a house party. My husband was told to kneel in the corner and watch while the guy and one of his friends took turns fucking me in the ass and shooting their loads all over my ass and back.”
 
   Miranda finished the story and then finished off her bottle of tequila and then just smiled pleasantly at Kaytee, who just gaped back at her.
 
   “You’re fucking with me,” Kaytee said slowly.
 
   “Nope.”
 
   “When did that happen? When you were my age?”
 
   “Didn’t you go to New Orleans two weeks ago?” I interjected.
 
   Miranda smiled and touched her nose and then pointed at me in the internationally-recognized Charades sign for “damn fucking straight.”
 
   Kaytee held out her hand. “Any more tequila? I need to play some catch-up.”
 
   We giggled. “Kaytee, I’m going to enjoy your youth,” Miranda pronounced. “Especially when I steal it.”
 
   We cackled and paddled and drank. The lake was absolutely gorgeous. The sun was on its way back down and was hitting the gentle waves of the lake just right. The water sparkled, and it was like a hundred flashbulbs were going off all around us at once. Combined with the liquor and the Top 40 blaring out of Kaytee’s little speaker, it was easy to indulge the fantasy of celebrity.
 
   For my part, I was drunk enough to do my usual thing, which is to get just a little sleepy and contemplative. I lazed in my paddle boat with one hand dangling over the side, grazing the glassy surface of the water. I heard Miranda and Kaytee carrying on and mostly just listened and smiled a silly smile and let the fading light dazzle me with its reflections on the water.
 
   I’m not sure if it was actually there, then, or if it was just a trick of the light or my imagination. I was watching the water and imagining paparazzi were snapping my photo on the way in to some movie premiere and that’s when I saw something drifting beneath the water. It was long and black and shiny and shimmied through the water in a reptilian fashion.
 
   My hand came out of the water like a shot. “Snake,” I gasped.
 
   This in turn made Miranda jump and Kaytee scream. “Where? Where?!!”
 
   “I don’t know,” I babbled. “In the water. I saw something in the water. A big black snake.”
 
   We all studied the water for a second. “I don’t think this is really the part of the world for snakes in a lake,” Miranda said after a moment of fruitless searching. “And even then, we’re way out in the middle of the lake. I’m not a snake expert, but I thought they stuck to shallower water.”
 
   “Well, there’s such thing as water snakes,” I insisted dumbly. 
 
   Kaytee was recovered from her initial shock. “All snakes can swim,” she said, “but they glide on the top of the water, they’re not under the surface. That’s an eel.”
 
   “And there are no eels in this lake,” Miranda said definitively. “You saw it under the water?”
 
   I nodded. “Yeah. Long and black and it slithered. I saw it move, so don’t tell me it was a tree branch or something.”
 
   “I was just going to say that it was probably a tree branch or something,” Kaytee said with a grin. 
 
   From Kaytee’s speaker, a handsome but abusive male pop star sang to some girl that if she pushed her panties aside he’d make her “feel alright.” Miranda groaned. “Ugh. Listen to that. If I’m going to go to the trouble, he’d better be promising way more than just making me feel ‘all right.’ Guys. I swear to god. You never hear hip hop guys telling some chick he wants to just feel ‘all right’ when he’s boasting about busting her ass in half. But turn it around and have him in charge of a woman’s pleasure and he’s suddenly calling himself a hero so long as it feels ‘all right.’ I swear to god, Kaytee, if a man ever gives you any kind of static over giving you a little cunnilingus, leave his ass immediately. Or a girl, for that matter. Now that you’re a lesbian, I mean.”
 
   Kaytee made a face and splashed Miranda. I joined in, though I was suddenly wary of things in the water.
 
   “Okay, we shouldn’t have done that,” said Miranda. “Now I’m wet and chilly.”
 
   We started peddling back towards the docks and warm clothes. The light was slipping and besides, we were due for the opening dinner at eight. “You never told us a story, Brianna,” Kaytee teased. “You owe us a tale of sexual adventure. And I need some advice on getting a better one.”
 
   “We’ll get to both,” I promised. “Before the weekend’s out. I promise.”
 
   “Time to put on the game faces and the fake smiles,” Miranda warned us. “I see some of the others on the docks.
 
   I suppose I should have been looking towards the docks with the other two girls and feeling the same dread, but I couldn’t tear my eyes away from the water. I hadn’t imagined it. I felt certain at the time of that fact. No, I kept one eye on the water all the way back. I wasn’t looking forward to any of this corporate retreat bullshit, but I didn’t want to be out on the water one second longer. It made me feel cold. Cold and vulnerable.
 
    
 
    
 
   6.
 
   I awaken slowly. It’s still plenty dark, but there’s a faint green glow coming from somewhere I can’t pinpoint. It’s almost like a haze. 
 
   I try to move and find that my hands and feet are still bound. I’m still suspended, too, but the thing attached to my face has gone and so has the one that was suckered to my sex.
 
   I am so tired. It’s an effort to stay awake. I feel like I do on those wonderful lazy Sundays when I know I don’t have anything to do except sleep nice and late, when the supreme pleasure of rolling over and going back to sleep when it’s full-on daylight outside is like a free and easy drug being offered to me. I have the strong feeling that I was having a simply wonderful dream before I woke up here. I want to have that dream some more and I feel confident that if I close my eyes I could go back to having it. 
 
   Fear returns, but it takes some real effort on the fear’s part. I am oddly calm about everything that’s happening. I should be screaming. I should be thrashing. I should be crying. 
 
   My memory keeps coming and going, though, and I don’t seem to remember what triggers the fear response. Now all I have is a vague sense of unease. Where am I? How did I get here?
 
   Something moves in the darkness. I hear a wet noise, like someone getting out of a tub. The drip-drip-drip of water on some distant surface echoes in the dark chamber I’m being kept in.
 
   Footsteps. Sort of. They don’t sound entirely like footsteps. The rhythm of the gait is all wrong. 
 
   I am looking at a shadow form in front of me. It is amorphous, shifting and refusing to conform to a single shape. My eyes still haven’t adjusted fully to this incredible darkness. The green hazy glow is actually making it more difficult. There’s some light and my eyes are working too hard. The thing in front of me is hard to look at.
 
   “Hello?” When I call out to the thing in the dark, my voice is froggy. My throat is tight and dry. How long since I’ve used it? How long since I’ve been here?
 
   ~Stop moving.~
 
   Did I hear that properly?
 
   ~Be still.~
 
   The voice is unusual. I hear a gurgling hiss echo in this dark empty room, but somewhere in my head, I’m suddenly making sense of the words. 
 
   ~You have a choice. You would prefer the one that leads to pleasure. Don’t fight it and there will be no pain.~
 
   I feel the first draft I’ve felt. My body shivers and I instinctively try to hug myself around the shoulders. The smooth warm tentacles stiffen and restrain me forcefully. 
 
   “Please don’t hurt me,” I choke out. “I don’t know what you are or where I am, but I just want to go home. Please.”
 
   ~Don’t fight.~
 
   Something whips from the darkness and before I can scream, a suckermouth has once again clamped over my face. I smell that strange sick-y sweet gas and twist reflexively against the thing, but I can feel the power leaving my legs. I have a momentary memory of being at the dentist and getting the gas before a root canal. 
 
   I don’t pass all the way out like I’m at the dentist, however. Instead, I just feel my extremities getting a little numb, as though they were suddenly losing interest in obeying commands from my head. 
 
   What I can feel is something snaking its way up between my legs. Like the other tentacles, this one is smooth and warm, but when I feel it brushing against my outer labia, I can tell the shape is different. This one doesn’t end in a blunt rounded pseudopod. There’s a definite pointy tip to this one. I can already feel it pushing its way into me.
 
   I want to fight it. I don’t want this. I remember now there was something before, something in the sucker pod that wanted in. Fear remembers how to grip me.
 
   ~BE STILL.~
 
   I ignore this. I don’t want it. I don’t want it in me. I don’t want the snakelike thing with the pointy tip to wriggle inside my body. But that’s precisely what it’s doing. I make a pained noise into the suckermouth attached to my face and get a blast of that sweet gas again as the thing between my legs pushes upwards. In. 
 
   It slithers into my sex. It’s not smooth like the others, not anymore. Now there are a hundred small little bumps and ridges that blossom over the thing the deeper it pushes inside of me.
 
   Something in my stomach twists once.
 
   ~Good. All is well.~
 
   I can feel it with incredible fidelity. It’s like I can see it inside of me. The sensation is fascinating enough that I forget my fear for a moment. What’s happening to me? I’ve never been the most sensitive during intercourse. I’ve had to ask “is it still in?” on more than one occasion, something that never goes over well but was an honest question. But now-
 
   NOW.
 
   God.
 
   It’s fucking incredible. I can feel every little nub and ridge individually. I can tell they’re growing, getting fatter and rounder and seeming to seek out every newly-sensitive little spot inside of me. I can even feel that pointy tip starting to flare inside of me, and something smaller and wriggly protruding, like a little whip that flails around inside of me until I’m convulsing.
 
   Cumming.
 
   I’m ashamed of this bodily response, aware of my little squeak and the embarrassing convulsions of my restrained body in response to the prehensile appendage probing my most guarded places.
 
   ~No shame. No fear. Accept it and take the easier path.~
 
   But I can’t fall like this. I hate this thing. The clarity that came with the orgasm lasted just long enough for me to remember, to know that this is a bad thing. I’m in a bad place and I’m letting a bad thing happen to me.
 
   I can still feel the thing like I’m picturing it. The little rounded nubs growing little spines that all at once jut out to pierce me from the inside in a hundred small pricks.
 
   Now I know pain. 
 
   ~Little one, this is not the path. Give in. Open your mind. Breathe deep and let me in. Be like her.~
 
   The pain takes me and I black out.
 
   ~Pity. Such a pity. Soon.~
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   The opening dinner was a big barbecue catered by the lodge. For all his douchey faults, Chris at least made sure there were vegetarian options for me and a gluten-free option for Kaytee. 
 
   All told, there were twenty-two of us at this retreat, not counting the three guys in glasses and skinny jeans that I assumed had to be the ones from Leve1E1even. Those three largely kept to themselves, hunched over a couple of big binders and excitedly talking while barely touching their food.
 
   I wanted to sit with my new friends, but it turned out there were placecards on the picnic tables. A seating chart? The mandatory fun had begun, clearly.
 
   I ended up with the Chris-installed COO Zane to my left and Charlene from UI/UX over on my right. Conversation was casual if a little forced. I talk to Charlene sometimes in the coffee room and have to interact with her every now and then as part of my work, but she’s pretty terse. If I’m behind on the shows on my DVR, I have pretty much nothing to talk about with her. As for Zane, I barely know the guy. He seemed harmless enough in all my previous interactions and was mostly in question-asking mode between bites of his burger. “How do you like the changes in the office? Do you feel suitably engaged?” That kind of bullshit. Charlene and I nodded dumbly and made little noises that we hoped made it seem like we were both engaged. 
 
   One table over, however, conversation was a little more lively. I heard Miranda’s voice pretty clearly above the rest. “No. Just no. Stop.” Male laughter followed, but I suddenly realized whatever it was wasn’t exactly a joke or a game to Miranda. “No,” she repeated flatly. “That’s not funny.”
 
   “Sure it is,” I heard Chris’ smooth voice argue. “Sit down and bond with your co-workers, Miranda.”
 
   “It’s not appropriate,” I heard her say loudly and dared a look up to see that yes, Miranda was standing up from the table. “No. No, it’s not appropriate.”
 
   “Jesus, Miranda,” I heard someone else at the table mutter. “Steve’s the fucking HR rep and he’s laughing. We’re on a vacation. Untwist your panties and be a team player.”
 
   “See, no. Steve’s not the fucking sheriff, okay, Phil? He doesn’t get to interpret the law or decide what is or isn’t appropriate. If I say it’s not appropriate, you respect that. And we’re not on vacation. We’re on a mandatory company retreat. We might as well be in the office, and in the office you don’t get away with suggesting a wet t-shirt contest that only the women participate in might be good for company morale.”
 
   Chris stood next. “Miranda. Sit back down and quit looking for excuses to be outraged. Someone made a joke. It might not have been funny to you, but it’s not a fucking lawsuit. I think I speak for all of us when I say that your attitude’s one of things that really stinks about this company right now. It’s a reason we’re up here. I’m sorry to speak plainly, but it’s the truth. There’s some serious employee dysfunction here and I’m going to draw a hard line in the sand about it on this trip. We’re spending a HELL of a lot of money to unkink the hose. I’d like you to show some respect for the process. And not,” he added cruelly, “stink of booze the whole time.”
 
   I was half on my feet as well. I hate conflict and I really am not too good at standing up for myself, but here’s a thing I passionately believe: if you see something wrong happening and someone else is brave enough to stand up and do something about it, you stand up and you support them or you surrender your card to be upset.
 
   I didn’t get all the way to my feet, however. Zane beat me to it. “Okay, okay, let’s not start this whole thing off on the wrong foot. Steve’s gonna apologize to Miranda. Miranda’s gonna sit down and we’re all gonna have a nice weekend and remember that this company’s actually doing pretty well or else it wouldn’t have been worth buying. It’s going to get better, but I actually have tremendous record for you founding employees. This is a hard transition, and I’m sorry for that. It’s gonna work, I promise, and it’s gonna be great.”
 
   I wasn’t able to see Chris with Zane blocking my view, but I imagined he was not too pleased with Zane. Meanwhile, my estimation of Zane was only growing. 
 
   “That’s fine, Zane,” I heard Chris say tersely, “and a really great sentiment. I’m concerned about Miranda’s obvious intoxication, however. You want to be constructive, but excessive drinking? That’s not constructive.”
 
   “Want to talk about me like I’m actually three feet from you, Chris?” This was Miranda, and I could see her just fine. Her face was boiling with rage. 
 
   “I think we can have this conversation later and without singling anyone out,” Zane said calmly. “We’re trying to build unity after all, right? Singling anyone out doesn’t seem very unity-focused.”
 
   Chris turned to the Leve1E1even guys. “I think we should turn this over to our organizers for the weekend. What do you guys think? Are we able to benefit from your process and get the maximum synergy if we have a sobriety problem in our organization?”
 
   The fun organizers looked very surprised to be put on the spot. “We uh, weren’t prepped for an alcoholism intervention,” mumbled the lead geek. 
 
   It was the wrong thing to say. Miranda got all the way up from the table. “Fuck this noise. Seriously. Fuck this noise. My third day here you offered me weed, Chris. I’m not going to let you spin a drink on my personal time into my being an alcoholic so you can prosecute a personal vendetta against vaginas in the workplace.”
 
   Chris started to say something, then, but he was saying it to Miranda’s retreating figure. Hero that she was, Miranda left the barbecue and walked back towards the lake.
 
   A long silence settled over the rest of the barbecue. 
 
   “Damn,” Charlene whispered to me. “I think Miranda just became my hero.”
 
   The Leve1E1even guys seemed to realize they’d just been sacked in their own end zone and scrambled to start an activity early, hoping to make up some of the deficit they were suddenly starting from before the official kickoff of zany fun and teambuilding was slated to start. One of them started distributing little plastic eggs with, I’m sure, something stupid hidden inside them.
 
   “I flatly refuse to sing, dance, or play any kind of game involving charades,” Zane said to me when he got his egg. He smiled and it was a far more genuine smile than I’d seen him use so far. 
 
   “You’re just saying that,” I teased. “I know this gambit. You’re the inside man.”
 
   Zane sat back and looked offended. “I’m what?”
 
   “You’re the inside man,” I said, and I’m not sure if I believed it or if I was just doing a little bit of teasing. “The corporate puke who introduces himself as a man of the people. He stands up for them a little bit, says seditious things in secret hoping to worm out the traitors and troublemakers. So I’ll have you know, Mr. Inside Man, that I hope it’s ALL singing and charades.”
 
   Zane smiled, but then leaned forward and put his egg on the table. “I have two daughters. I love them more than anything and I want them to inherit a world they don’t have to constantly fear or fight for respect.”
 
   I believed him. There was sincerity in his deep blue eyes. Maybe, I caught myself thinking, not everyone associated with Chris and his backers was a complete bag of worthless scum. Maybe there was a rare gem in there. “Your wife’s lucky to have you,” I said. That seemed like the safest thing to say to defuse the whole situation. I might’ve been a little drunk myself and staring too deeply into his blue eyes.
 
   “She doesn’t think so,” Zane said with a shrug. “She’s currently shacked up with the artisan who was carving our dining room table. Three years now.”
 
   I recovered well, enough, I think. I don’t remember what we said, next. I just know that I was interested in him, yeah, of course. I was trying not to be too eager or let on that I, too, had indulged in some tequila and rum before this barbecue and not thinking about consequences or complications like a single father with two girls that worked for a man I hated. It would not seem so viable once I slept it off, I remember thinking that, clearly. But I don’t remember much more than that. I don’t remember much more. Not until later. Not until the cabin.
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   Kaytee and I weren’t worried about Miranda until we walked together back to our cabins on the far side of the lake. I’d assumed she’d gone for a walk to cool off and we’d find her on the dock or the porch or maybe inside with a shot lined up for each of us so that we could have a little miniature ragefest and show some solidarity and support.
 
   She wasn’t on the dock, though. She wasn’t siting on the porch, either. This is when I think we both got a little worried. There were no lights on in either cabin. She wasn’t passed out inside, was she? There hadn’t been any truth to Chris’ accusations of alcoholism, surely. Right? I mean, Miranda brought all those little bottles, but those were party favors. Teambuilding, in a sense, even if it was a splinter team. If she were a serious alcoholic, she wouldn’t have been paying for those cute little bottles when it was cheaper in bulk.
 
   I didn’t go immediately to my cabin. Instead, I went with Kaytee. She unlocked the suite and we called Miranda’s name from the doorway. “I’m turning on the lights,” Kaytee announced. 
 
   The cabin was empty. There didn’t seem to be any sign of Miranda’s having been back, either. Now I was definitely worried. “Anything out of place?” I asked Kaytee. 
 
   “No, this is exactly how we left it when we changed for dinner. Look, her suit’s still drying on the doorknob of the bathroom.”
 
   I saw that she was right. A cold lump settled in my stomach. It was a crazy one, the kind an alarmist like me gets all the time on only the scantest evidence. The “oh god, something’s happened to her,” lump. 
 
   I didn’t want to panic. This was just my head. Me overthinking. She was probably… where? Took a long walk to cool off? Maybe. Took her car and bailed on the retreat? Maybe, but she did leave her clothes. Well, that one was easy to check. 
 
   “Stay here in case she comes back,” I told Kaytee. “I’m gonna go take a quick look around. See if the car’s still there.”
 
   Kaytee nodded and sat nervously on the couch, thumbing through her phone. “I’m sure - I’m sure it’s no big deal,” she said. 
 
   I wanted to think she was right, but a five minute walk only made my stomach lump get worse. The car was still there. There was no sign anyone had even been near it. I was just thinking I might need to let the rest of the company know that Miranda was missing, but I didn’t very much relish that idea. An encounter with upper management was the farthest thing from what I wanted. Except Zane. Maybe he was a reasonable guy like he seemed to be. Maybe he’d help without making too big a fuss.  It would serve my own interests, too, I knew. Not that I wanted anything actual to start up. He was just cute. 
 
   What cabin was his? How could I find out without making a big scene about it? What would he say if I showed up at his cabin?
 
   Down, girl. He’d ask what you were doing there. You’d say your friend and mutual colleague was missing and you wanted a little help because you were feeling panicked. He’d give you some workplace-compliant reassuring touch and he’d have a good head on his shoulders and he’d- what? What possible good was it going to do to run to a man for help? Unless he was a secret tracker or bounty hunter, there was nothing special about Zane. Or any kind of authority figure. Why was I such a mess of stupid, stupid thoughts?
 
   I didn’t get a chance to do much more thinking down that avenue, though. Out of the corner of my vision, I saw a shape walking by the water’s edge. It was a woman’s shape, and it looked an awful lot like Miranda’s. My senses flooded with premature relief and I sprinted towards the water. “Miranda! Hey! We’ve been looking everywhere for you!”
 
   Instead of turning towards me or speaking, though, the figure by the water’s edge just kept walking. She was going FAST, too. Even at my awkward and out-of-shape sprint, I was having trouble closing the distance. She was heading past our cabins now, and heading for the wooded and rocky area where the cabins stopped and full-on nature began. 
 
   “Miranda?!! Hold up! Dinner’s over, it’s just me. Girl, you’re kind of a folk hero to me right now,” I puffed. 
 
   The woman was still in the shadows, and paused right at the water’s edge. This was peculiar. There was a big patch of moonlight splashed across the water and this little bit of woods. I could see a lot of detail all around without the flashlight app on my phone even turned on. And yet, the woman I presumed to be Miranda was still surrounded, shrouded even, in an inky blackness. 
 
   “Miranda,” I tried again. “It is you, right? Oh gawd, I’m so sorry, I was looking for a friend of mine and I thought it was you.”
 
   Strangely, the person in front of me stayed mute.
 
   It stopped being a person.
 
   The humanoid outline melted away, becoming an amorphous mass of blackness that collapsed and pulsed impossibly in front of my startled eyes. I didn’t have time to even come to terms with this surprising development. It was reaching for me, then, little tendrils and slithering bits that wriggled through the darkness. I heard a quiet hiss and thought of snakes but then something cold and dark wrapped itself around my limbs. I felt a little sting and a numbness spread from my spine outward to the rest of me. All told, it must have taken five seconds, but time started to behave strangely for me.
 
   I remember thinking that I’d been poisoned or envenomed or somesuch and that I was in trouble. It was an animal of some kind? Something monstrous? It had me. Had me tight and I was somehow laying on the cold rocks on the water’s edge. Lifted, dragged, carried deeper into the woods. Towards a maw in the earth. A hole in the rocks on the edge of the water. A black hole beneath the earth.
 
   No.
 
   Beneath the water.
 
   I believe I struggled then, seeing the hole was actually an unnaturally black pool of water. I would drown. Instinct took over, though it was dampened by whatever had paralyzed me and made my thoughts and movements thick and difficult. The second before I was pulled completely into the cold black waters, though, something clamped over my nose and mouth. I smelled sweet candy-like air and had no choice. I breathed in deeply. The water swallowed me up and I blacked out then.
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   I have no idea how long I was out. I came to on a slab of rocks in a dim cave of some kind. In the distance, I saw the surface of a black pool and realized I must have been taken to some kind of underwater cave hidden beneath the lake. Inappropriately, I recalled snippets of my junior year of high school, when my AP class read Beowulf. I’d always pictured the lair of Grendel (or was it Grendel’s mother? High school was so long ago) being just like this.
 
   But now was not the time for old memories. I was in danger. There was a creature of some kind? I didn’t want to think about what it was or waste precious moments debating the existence of monsters with myself. There would be time for that when I was safe.
 
   I’d need to get up. I’d need to run for the water and hold my breath and just hope I could swim out from under the cave and find an air pocket or (better yet) the surface of the water before I ran out of air. I’d need to do it now. Swim for it once I was back on the lake surface. Waste no air screaming for help. Just swim as hard and fast as I could for the shore.
 
   A shape moved. The shape detached itself from the shadows of the dank cave wall and slunk towards me, blocking my view of and best route to the water. 
 
   It was Miranda.
 
   “Oh gawd, am I glad to see you,” I croaked to her. I tried to sit myself up and found a strong pins-and-needles sensation still making my limbs heavy and unresponsive.
 
   Miranda did not speak. She stepped closer and I saw that she was no longer wearing the jeans and blouse she’d worn to the barbecue. She wasn’t exactly naked, but she wasn’t exactly clothed either. 
 
   The darkness clung to her in places, wrapped around one of her muscular thighs and in winding strips over her bare stomach. Her breasts were almost bare, with only a little of the cold darkness surrounding them from beneath before winding up to her neck, where they encircled her throat and crawled in little veins up her face. When she moved, the shadow moved with her. It seemed to pulse with every step she took, and I saw her face crease in reaction to some kind of strong sensation. I looked closer and saw why. Between her legs, the blackness was visibly pulsing, vanishing inside of her and gently, slowly, moving in and out of her with every step she took.
 
   Horror was my first reaction. I opened my mouth to scream, and that’s when I saw her eyes.
 
   They were yellow, suddenly, reptilian almost, and they flashed in the dark like a cat’s. They were so arresting. It was hard to think or keep the train of thoughts moving coherently in my head. I didn’t want to scream anymore. I wanted to just look… look into her eyes and understand.
 
   Her mouth opened. The real horrors began, then.
 
   Black snakelike tentacles spilled from her open mouth while she held me entranced with her yellow, unblinking eyes. I didn’t move. I probably could have if I wanted to, if only a little, but the thought wasn’t in my head. The only thought that was there was one of uncomprehending horror. 
 
   The thing that was in part still Miranda advanced on me as I lay motionless on the stone plinth. It loomed over me, the dozen or more wriggling black tongue-like appendages dangled over my mouth. 
 
   God help me, I opened my mouth to it.
 
   They slithered in, deep, past my tongue and into my throat while her nude and shiny body pressed on top of me. I moaned into the strange kiss. It began as a moan of revulsion but then the strangest thing: the sweetness came. It was inviting and not at all repulsive. More than just a taste or a smell, that soft cotton-candyness suffused me. I felt for a moment like I was made of sugar, light and sweet and simple. 
 
   Something removed my clothing, first the shirt and then the jeans, pulled as one off with my sneakers. There were more things touching me than she had hands, I realized dimly, but I didn’t think much more about it. Slithering pseudopods of shiny warm darkness wrapped around me and lifted and tugged and pulled at me until my bra popped free and my cotton underwear was slipping off my hips and down around my ankles. 
 
   It didn’t give me time to protest. It didn’t give me time to resist. Something found me between my legs and squirmed its way inside. Sensation returned to any place a tentacle touched me, especially the places inside. 
 
   It’s hard to say how long it went on. Time was going all swimmy on me. Another warm strong thing wiggled beneath me and was soon pressing at me from behind. This I didn’t want to permit, but I was so numb, so strangely relaxed that my bottom couldn’t put up much of a fight. The slick warm thing slithered up in there, too. It was now entering me from every hole it could find. My nostrils and ears followed a moment later and that’s when, now breathing only that sweet candy gas, I stopped seeing with my eyes.
 
   I saw in my mind’s eye instead. A thing in the darkness. A great monstrous thing, older than this lake, older than lots of things. A patient lurker in the water that was at last awake. An Old Thing. An Ancient. So unlike us in every possible way, only just awakening from a millennial sleep. I saw myself and Miranda standing before it and could understand its words. It echoed in my ears and rattled around inside my head like a thousand kinds of madness. 
 
   {{-Such things. Such things. So small and simple. So breakable. So ready for change.-}}
 
   {{-Serve now. Herald the Coming. Sleep is Passing and Heralds Arrive. Submit and Serve-}}
 
   I looked around in panic. I couldn’t look at the many-armed and many-eyed thing beneath the water any longer. Every second I spent looking at it, the surer I was that it was leaching my sanity from me. I looked for Miranda and saw her already falling to her knees in this minds’ eye vision. 
 
   She was nude. The black shadows were gone from her, and so were the wrinkles and the little traces of cellulite and folds of loosening skin. Her hair became long and black and lustrous. It was like watching the years fall off her one at a time while her body tightened and compacted and firmed up to the body of a much younger and more vibrant woman. I heard Miranda exclaim with delight, falling to her knees and weeping tears of joy. She put her head to the soft spongy ground and shuddered her thanks and whispered, when the many-eyed watcher in the lake next asked, that she would gladly submit. She begged it, then, for the chance to be its Herald.
 
   It laughed and accepted. 
 
   I watched the thing’s many arms take her up, surrounding her then. A cold inky wetness spilled from its many tentacles, coating her sin from head to foot. It ran over her suddenly-pert breasts. It ran down her taut tummy and over her bare and glistening womanhood. It mixed in with her hair and ran over her face and eyes and seemed to worm its way even behind her eyes until they glowed far more golden. 
 
   Miranda hung before me, suspended by tentacles and surrounded by their ejaculate. Her skin absorbed it, taking on a green shimmer.
 
   {{-Say the Words. Choose the Course, Slave-}}
 
   “Yes,” I heard her say as though she were right next to me and not hung a dozen feet in the air in front of me. And then I heard her utter a list of vile things she now desired from it. It obliged, entering her and pumping something deep into her from every available orifice. Her body shook and convulsed as this happened. I heard her cries of delight inside my head and felt suddenly dizzy.
 
   I now became aware of the tentacles surrounding me. I knew what was expected. Kneel and promise the same and be transfigured.
 
   But I couldn’t. Some part of me revolted against the very ideas.
 
   {{-Submit or Be Consumed, tiny thing.-}}
 
   “Bree,” Miranda pleaded voicelessly in my skull. “Don’t fight. See the New World it wants. It’ll be better.”
 
   But I couldn’t. Wouldn’t. It was wrong. It was a horror. A horror I couldn’t give into. Too much of who I was went against the very notion.
 
   The Ancient in the water released Miranda, setting the nubile creature that had formerly been the lead CSR at my little company down in front of me. Her mouth opened, and the vision, as in the cave, was horror. Miranda was upon me again.
 
   The rest of these memories have a distant quality to them. They all seem like a story or a movie I have been shown and told was mine, was my life, but even I don’t really believe that. From the moment Miranda opened her mouth, however, the quality of the memory becomes sharper. It becomes more immediate. It becomes a present moment for me. 
 
   It begins.
 
    
 
    
 
   10.
 
    
 
   I hang. I don’t know how long I’ve been here. Memory is getting fuzzier. I have to keep reminding myself of so many of the crucial things. My name is Brianna Charles. I made some new friends on the drive up here. One of them was taken by something. That something lured me and has me.
 
   It put something in me.
 
   The sucker things. Something down my throat. Something in through my… through my vagina. Something warm and solid that wriggled and wormed its way higher and higher. Something the watcher in the water wanted to activate. 
 
   Did I fight it off? I have a half-remembered feeling of continually trying to resist the thing. 
 
   I ache. My head throbs. My stomach flips every time I think too hard about what might have happened to my body. Do I have a chest-burster?
 
   How can I NOT think that question to myself?
 
   Am I going to die? Or is there something worse than dying?
 
   My bonds tighten. I am hoisted another foot or so in the air and my limbs pulled taut, straight out at all angles, spreading my legs and pulling my arms out away from my body in a cross. 
 
   She’s here. I realize it was her this whole time. The thing in the caves is my transfigured co-worker. 
 
   She let it in her. She let it all the way inside of her and she welcomed it. That part was real, no matter what it looked like in my mind’s eye. She’s not Miranda anymore. She belongs to it. She has me.
 
   Her tentacles drift through the darkness of the cave to caress my body. They wind their smooth slippery ends around my naked and quivering body and she steps closer. The dozen little ones still flail out of her mouth every time she opens it. I hear her words in my head. 
 
   ~This time you must relent. You need to be hatched.~
 
   The things it pumped into me. 
 
   “No,” I gag. “Please don’t. Let me go.”
 
   ~This is not a choice you have anymore. You can be like me. You can be a Herald. You can be hatched and feel it take you and change you. You’ll feel such pleasure. You’ll feel such peace. It’s better. Much better. But you can’t be forced. You have to welcome it inside and let it change you willingly.~
 
   I gag. My mouth is dry and I’m repulsed by the very sight of her, her many inky blank tendrils whipping out from the smooth shadowy patches that cover her skin. Her golden eyes. “Miranda, you’re in there somewhere. I know you are. This is wrong. I’m your friend. Whatever’s got you, we have to get free. We have to get help you can’t-”
 
   I don’t get to say anything more. The big black sucker is back and clamped over my face again. This time I feel little teeth like tin pricks of pins in my skin as it attached an holds tight. My face goes numb and I’m blasted with that sweet air again, that funny gas.
 
   Something’s back between my legs. Two more suckers wind around my middle and attach to my breasts, clamping down with the little toothy bits and with strong enough suction that my nipples suddenly ache. I moan into the black maw and inhale more sweet gas. 
 
   The tentacle between my legs attaches again and inserts its little slimy probe. It swells inside my sex and grows the little rounded ridges. The whiplike flail swishes deeper and deeper into me.
 
   Maybe it’s the gas I’m breathing. Maybe it’s something else, a venom it injected through those little bites. Maybe it’s just a gradual wearing-down. Maybe I’m that fucked up.
 
   Maybe there’s a part of me, a really dirty secret part of me that I never wanted to admit existed. Maybe that part finally woke up, the part that doesn’t have to pretend anymore that it’s grossed-out by something this wrong. I don’t know if that part was always in me or if got put there just now, but the thing I do know is that I’m now aware of it. 
 
   The monster before me moves its many appendages. They whip and smack against my skin and wrap tighter and tighter around me. I feel the one inside me intensely all of a sudden. 
 
   ~If you aren’t hatched, you’ll be bred. You will be my breedslave. You will be filled and birth the coming horde in a mindless oblivion.~
 
   The little flailing tip of the appendage now worming its thickness deeper and deeper into my numb and abused pussy goes rigid like a needle, pushing all the way up to my cervix.
 
   ~The choice is yours. One kind of sting will begin the hatching. Another will envenom and send you down the path of the breedslave. I will collect the young one and make her the second Herald. It must be now. You must choose now.~
 
   I feel shame. I can’t see with this sucker hooding my face. I don’t have much strength, but it’s enough to twist gently against the ever-tightening tentacles that hold me in place. I feel the teeth of the ones sucking on my nipples dig in deeper to the soft flesh of my breasts. 
 
   I feel shame because somehow that naughty part is awakening. I can’t help but start to enjoy the bodily reaction to the thing pulsing inside me. Its thick fatness that warms me from the inside out. Its smoothness and strength and the unnatural way in wiggles and winds inside of me, worming and then going stiff. That sharp needlelike protrusion now pushing into my womb, that little prick of pain and a radiating sense of euphoria.
 
   Fuck me, it feels good. The pleasure of the experience. The dirty, dirty sex of it.
 
   I’m being filled by tentacles and I love it. I love the idea of it, suddenly, and any part of me that might have ever been disgusted or scoffed at the kind of people who imagine that sort of experience with pleasure is swiftly erased.
 
   They withdraw. Every single one of them suddenly withdraws, leaving me gasping for the clean (comparatively) air of the cave. I’m a shivering, shuddering mess, gaping at the thing in front of me as the many slimy black arms retreat into the shadow of its body. Even the ones in Miranda’s mouth recede and for just that moment she looks very human again. 
 
   I don’t know why she’s stopped. She just stares back at me.
 
   ~Think about what happens next.~
 
   I do. It’s easier to listen to the voice, now, though I’m conscious of still having my own will and yes, that choice somewhere in there. The one I have to make for myself.
 
   I find myself reflecting back on my life, allowed somehow to have those memories in sharper detail than before. My one-bedroom apartment that I share with not even a cat. My humdrum life of binge-watching Netflix between showers, meals, and long sessions at work. My nonexistent social life. My shit car and all the time I wasted in my life taking Buzzfeed quizzes. What in the precise fuck am I fighting so hard to retain? Thinking about it now, like this, I can’t help but feel like a slug. A parasite that is attached to this planet and the slow plugged-in life of modernity -  like a flea attached to a dog that literally does not give one fuck most of the time that flea is even there.  
 
   I have been standing on empty principle. I have been resisting to maintain a status quo that is frankly depressing when I think about it in the abstract. I compare that, can’t help but compare it, really, to the intensity of sensation I just experienced. Is life going to be any worse if I let it take this shocking but at least novel twist?
 
   The thing that was Miranda smiles, and now I see that when it’s not full of wriggly probes, she’s grown a second set of teeth behind her primary. They glitter in the light of the cave, and almost seem like they’re giving off a bioluminescent glow. Her eyes flash and she steps closer. I think she knows. 
 
   ~Make your choice.~
 
   Fear grips me. I may want it, but the part of me that is in charge of preserving the self is making one hell of a fight. It’s frightening. Horrifying. What’s going to happen, it’s going to be unpleasant. I still have the power to say no. Maybe if I fight hard, I think in a panic, I can escape both fates. 
 
   But I know it’s too late. It really does have me. I am going to let it back inside me. I am going to welcome it one way or another. 
 
   I’m aware of my pussy, suddenly. I’m aware that it’s got a mind of its own all of a sudden. It’s throbbing. I don’t have to look to know that I’m red and puffy down there, my inner lips dangling past the outer ones like they do, especially when I’m seriously aroused. I’m aware of all the little surfaces and sensitive areas that line my interior. How they long for those touches again. 
 
   I’m aware of my erect and painful nipples, also missing that intense and special feeling of being sucked at the same time. 
 
   I crave that sucker over my face. I want that mindless oblivion of the sweet bubblegum gas and the way something it does worms its way into my brain at the same time that something worms its way into my womb.
 
   “Please,” I plead in a shaky voice. “Bring it back.”
 
   ~Submit to The Ancient Sleeping Dark. Give yourself to its blackness. Let its madness into your mind and be Reborn, Sister~
 
   I gasp when it calls me “Sister” like that. I nod feverishly, wanting the touch back, wanting it to happen if only for that one moment. “Put it in me,” I beg her. “I’ll do it.”
 
   ~Submit.~
 
   “I… submit.”
 
   I am filled everywhere at once. The sucker slaps against my pussy and achieves a seal. I am penetrated forcefully and efficiently. The rounded ridges and bumps swell and the probe slinks in winding curving paths through the warm slippery tunnel it has made my cunt become. I feel more suckers re-attach themselves to my tits, biting down and injecting me with something that feels like fire in my veins. I think I probably climax here, clenching my inner muscles around the irregular thick-thin-thickness of the winding probe buried in my pussy.  
 
   I wait for the sucker to come for my face, but it doesn’t happen. Instead, Miranda rises off the ground and pulls herself to me with the strength of her own tentacles. The two injecting my breasts with their venom withdraw and wrap around my waist. One slithers around my stomach and snakes down between the crack of my ass. The other wraps around my neck like a collar and pulls my head forward towards the monstrous slave that used to be my co-worker. 
 
   I have a moment to make a worried pleading noise and feel the sucker find the rosebud of my asshole and attach firmly. It slips a little probe up against my rectum and I’d make a worried noise, but Miranda’s mouth is on my own suddenly and muffling any and all noises I would be making. The slippery little probe finds its way past my asshole and pushes the tight muscular ring open again like an especially deft little finger. Once it’s in, I feel it swell and expand, and instinctively twist against my bonds, but all this does is create friction against the fat one in my pussy. 
 
   I am in sudden and undeniable ecstasy. Everywhere those probing tails touch turns to an erogenous zone, its own new miniature g-spot that acts like a trigger for involuntary spasms. My eyes fly open wide and stare into the cold reptilian eyes of Miranda and they draw me in like hypnotic golden pools. I’m barely conscious that my mouth is suddenly being filled and don’t notice at first that her mouth tentacles are back, winding their way past my tongue and working their way down the back of my throat.
 
   I gag once, and then feel a tiny numbing sting in the back of my throat and the gag reflex subsides to let the mouthful of tentacles fill my mouth, slither down my throat. 
 
   I don’t know how I know this, but I know that there is definitely something in me. Something was deposited in my womb. Something else was deposited in my stomach. Those probes are now making their way there, to the thing I was impregnated with, the thing I swallowed.
 
   A pair of eggs. It laid a pair of eggs in me, eggs that will be hatched now to begin m conversion into the loyal slave and Herald of the Watcher’s coming darkness. 
 
   Thinking these thoughts fills me with another eager orgasmic rush and I cum. I clench and convulse and shake like a dying fish on the dock against the tentacles that restrain me and the ones that penetrate me from all angles. I am like a rag doll, suddenly, a helpless fuckdoll that can do nothing but cum at the thought of her own violation and horrific consumption by a monster. 
 
   The pseudopod in my cunt reaches its goal at the same time as one of the ones in my mouth slithers all the way down my esophagus and finds what it was looking for as well. They penetrate the warm pulsing things at the same time and at that moment I feel a white pain blossom in my mind and then I go a little mad.
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   I think about the world differently now.
 
   I see the world differently.
 
   I see all the things you’re used to seeing, but I see more than that, too. I see the black pools inside of you. I see the darkness that you’ve been hiding or fighting to keep locked up in there. I see all the secret foul, perverse little pleasures you’ve been denying yourself because you think that is what you are SUPPOSED to do.
 
   I see how completely and utterly stupid you’ve been to do that. 
 
   Here is what I know now:
 
   You are unhappy because you are living in a lie of your own making. Original Sin? That’s just shame. That’s all it is. 
 
   Try it.
 
   Buy that big black bullet-shaped butt plug you’ve been looking at on that one website. Lube it up and put it deep in your hungry ass. Sit on it until it’s been taken completely inside your dirty, needy little butthole. And then wear it to work. Wear it to work every single day this week. Sit down in your office chair and shift in the seat every now and then so that it moves and you can really feel how big and fat and full it is inside your horny ass. Do this especially when you’re talking to coworkers or all the people your world has told you are the Important People. Talk to them and listen to their utterly insignificant bullshit and just feel how good it is to have that secret, that big fat plug wedged up your naughty little asshole. And then decide what you’d rather be doing right now if your paycheck didn’t depend on giving fealty to this meaningless flea of a person. You know what you’d pick.
 
   Try this:
 
   Sit at your desk at your 9-to-5 and hold a conversation with someone and just put a hand between your legs and rub yourself through your clothes. Sure you might get caught, but you probably won’t and you’ll love it. You’ll fucking love it. You’ll get all hot, hot and steamy so that you can feel it even through your clothes. It’s scary, maybe, but it’s also intensely thrilling, isn’t it? Why? Because you know it’s what you WOULD be doing if only you were free of the social pressures and the artificial construction of the whole thing that’s going to come crashing down around you.
 
   Try this:
 
   Go out to your lunch and it doesn’t matter if you’re with the person you’ve been faithful to your whole life. Pick one person that you’d have, with no consequences. You have to pick someone. Look at everyone and make your choice and let your imagination go all the places you’ve never let it go. Think about getting their clothes off. Think about how this is your one chance to not be boring, not be vanilla. This is your chance to be completely fucking vile. Let them piss on you if that’s a thing you want. Let them put a finger up your ass if you’ve been scared to try that. Imagine bending them over a park bench and having them in front of a bus full of churchgoers.
 
   Imagine that one of them is a secret monster like me. Imagine that you’ll get me naked and then see that I’m never really naked anymore. I’m cloaked in a shiny darkness of perversion of madness and I’m going to put that inside of you. I’m a Herald and this is what it’s like in my head. This is the madness the Watcher in the Water promised. This is the Madness that’s coming for you. It’s begun right now. 
 
   Here.
 
   I’ll give you a preview. You’ll see. It’s wonderful, this madness. It’s an insanity that I am literally slick with pleasure at the thought of spreading. 
 
   Are you a man or a woman?
 
   That hardly matters. It will matter less after you meet one of us. We’re all things. You will be, too. Watch. It’s beginning.
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   I awaken and slide off the stone plinth I have been laying on. There is no sign of my Sister.  
 
   I have a hunger that isn’t food. And there is this dull pulse inside of my head. It’s not quite words, not quite a mantra. It’s like there’s this wonderfully insane presence riding shotgun inside of my head. I hear it like music and feel it like fucking. This singular synesthesia motivates me. A new instinct, almost. 
 
   I get up, run my hands over my body and am pleased and yet unsurprised to find that I’ve been similarly transfigured. The love handles are gone from my boy. My muscles feel more developed and stronger. My senses are clearer and more acute. And this body- it’s like ten years bled right off. I feel like I’ve been given a second chance at my largely-wasted college body.  
 
   It’s fucking incredible. 
 
   I reach the mouth of the cave and step into the chilly water. Black shiny patches of something as smooth and clingy as latex spread over my skin, insulating me in the water. By the time I’m full submerged, I’m wearing this slick darkness like a second skin. I am completely encased by it. 
 
   I move through the water. Vibrations in the water boom and echo loudly in my new ears. I feel the heartbeat, the pulse of the thing that lives in the deepest blackest parts of the lake. I feel it like a rhythm as I drift through the water like the shadow I am. 
 
   It’s still dark when my head breaks the surface, but only just barely. In an hour or less the first light of dawn will break into this little valley and the early-morning outdoors-y types will probably go for their morning runs around the lake. I don’t have a lot of time. I don’t need a lot of time though. 
 
   I reach the shore and know things I didn’t know before. I can see the signatures of each and every inhabitant of the cabins stretched out before me. I can recognize the individual life force of each person on this retreat. And the one I want? I see it so very clearly.
 
   Chris opens the door in boxers and a wifebeater that has the logo for a gym emblazoned across it. He stares into the haze of the early morning and blinks twice. He doesn’t see me at first. He’s looking past me, trying to resolve something that’s not me into a coherent shape. “The hell?”
 
   I strike quickly. My rejuvenated body is toned, primed, responsive in ways I’ve all but forgotten my body could be. I spring from my feet and uncoil towards him. Chris makes a surprised noise, but he’s groggy and not expecting to be pounced from the doorway of his lakeside cabin. 
 
   The interior of his cabin has the blackout curtains drawn. It’s dark inside, blessedly dark. I feel myself unfolding, my new darkness spreading from my extremities and surrounding the room. The shiny blackness that covered me bleeds off my lithe body and spills out into the room, covering it in unnatural darkness. I rise to my feet, looming over this complete douchenozzle who tormented me almost every day since he arrive in my life. It’s hard not to enjoy this, to take some kind of personal satisfaction in this. 
 
   This is when I remember I don’t have to worry about those sort of things. I should absolutely take personal satisfaction in it. I am a predator and having a personal connection to this victim is only going to make it sweeter. Yes.
 
   He sees me at last. “Brianna? Jesus. Where the fuck have you been,” he sputters, blinking the sleepgunk out of his eyes and scrambling back on his hands and knees. “You realize you’re fired, right? You and Miranda both. Ditching the retreat? It’s the last straw. Jesus. Where the fuck are your clothes?”
 
   He’s only just started to really process that this isn’t a dream. I can see inside of him, and I see his consciousness start to flare. How strange. How wonderful.
 
   Chris gets back to his feet. “What the fuck, Brianna? Is this some kind of ploy to get back in my good graces? Gonna try and fuck your way back into a job? It would help if you weren’t half busted, maybe, but no. That’s not the kind of culture we-”
 
   I’ve had enough of his bullshit. I’ve had enough of his empty platitudes and his everything. His EVERYTHING. 
 
   I open my mouth and show him my tongue. My long, black, tube-like tongue, unfolding a good foot like a slippery slimy eel. Half of my hatching. The other half swells in me and pushes past the engorged lips of my cunt, which is now throbbing and pulsing with the delight of what’s about to happen. 
 
   Chris shouts and runs for the door but I’m too fast. My primary tentacle unfurls and strikes for his crotch. The end opens up and the fanged suckers at the tip clamp down on his groin. He shouts once and I smile as I watch the bulge travel the length of my slippery black pseudopod and take special delight at the way the scream dies into a gurgle in his throat while I pump my venom right into his miserable cock. 
 
   Doing that feel so good, I have a little miniature orgasm right there, and the blackness in the room swells and pulses with my own shudders of delight. Now the blackness creeps towards the center of the room, congealing in a pool at Chris’s unsteady feet. He looks at me and opens his mouth, but only a little foam escaped. “Yyouuw…bisshh,” he mumbles like a man on too much novocain. “Yowwww …fushing bish.”
 
   I can’t help it. I inject him again. The bulging delivery of venom travels my length like a mass of water in a cartoon fire hose and pumps into him until I see little black lines where his veins are being saturated with my darkness. The pool on the floor rises, growing more wet slick tendrils that wind around him and restrain him. My long prehensile tongue opens at the tip to reveal another sucker and this one hisses, expelling a pink cloud of vapor that to me now smells like the sweetest most perfect air anyone could ever wish to dream. 
 
   Chris is so checked out from the overdose of my venom, and I find I prefer him like this. He can barely support his own head on his shoulders. That’s fine. My blackness can hold him up. It can hold him just how I want him. 
 
   How I want him right now is suspended above me, and the pool of black slime complies, hauling his doll-like body to the ceiling and hanging him upside down while it wraps more and more wisps and tentacles around his body until he’s been cocooned from the waist down. The fat sucker-tipped appendage withdraws from his cock before even that gets wrapped up tight and slithers halfway back into my body. Such a delicious feeling. I wrap my tongue around his neck and then flick it so that the sucker tip pushes past his frozen and foaming lips. I only have to concentrate a little to get it past his teeth and down his stunned throat. I step closer, so that my face is an inch from his or less and watch my corrupting mouthsnake throatfuck my worthless douche of a boss. In and out, slowly, and with complete contempt, I plumb him until I see that tiny spark in his eyes dim and get slowly replaced by the dark pink light. 
 
   ~You’re mine~
 
   I see his eyelids twitch. It’s the most he can do like this. But he understands me. He’s got enough in him for me to put my thoughts in him and start bending his pathetic little brain around the path of madness.
 
   ~You’re mine and you don’t rate anything more than my contempt. You’re mine and you serve me and we both serve the Awakened Void.~
 
   His eyelids twitch again. I read a little defiance. Another deep throatfuck. Holding it there until my expelled pink gas is the only way he’ll get enough air to stay alive. 
 
   ~No, little thing. You won’t be like me. You won’t get that kind of gift. You won’t get that kind of power. You’re my drone. You’re my slave. You’re my first, but that won’t make you special. You don’t care, though. You don’t need to be special. You don’t need anything but to serve me.~
 
   I withdraw the long slippery tongue, sucking it back into me and give my helpless prey a long, slow upside-down kiss. The power is intoxicating.
 
   I feel such excitement. It’s excitement like sex and caffeine and adrenaline all mixed together. My heart sings in singular purpose at what’s about to happen.
 
   The blackness half lowers Chris, repositioning him so that he’s restrained and hung in a sling. His clothing is gone, wholly consumed by the void, I think. With barely a thought from me, he’s posed in supplication, bent over with his pale lily-white ass raised in offering to me. To the one I serve. 
 
   {{-You are Mine. Your everything belongs to my darkness. You are a slave to my Will and my Power and your pleasure is in the gifts I give you and the Madness I let flower within you. Serve Me Now, Herald. Prepare the Feast for my progeny.-}}
 
   It is my Master. Its time has come and I am Its.  This is Its Will.
 
   I caress Chris’ helpless behind. I hear him whimper, but it’s in his breaking shattering mind. I put so much venom in him. He won’t recover his sanity. He won’t have a mind there but what my Master puts there. Moreso than the rest of the fragile worthless mortals that litter Master’s domain, this one will never be more than a shell.
 
   The thought excites me. There was nothing in there worth preserving. I saw it clearly in the moment before I broke him. There was nothing but a small man with small thoughts and no real desires. His blackness was as pitiful as the miniscule cock that got the venom. Small in every way. A husk that needed filling with something, anything, that was better than the empty existence that used the shell before.
 
   I’m aroused at this breaking. My hands are on my fuller, breasts, tweaking the engorged nipples and milking a greenish black slime from them that feels like the touch of the best lover I have ever had wherever it lands on my skin.  
 
   I scoop some of this viscous secretion up and roll it around tingling fingers then I step forward and smear it derisively over the puckered hairy asshole of my subjugated boss. His body twitches involuntarily, and I know he feels what I felt just then, that druglike arousal from this strange goo. I see his tiny flaccid dick go instantly rigid, the blue veins turned black with the corrupted injections still potently in him. 
 
   I coo in delight.
 
   ~You can’t help it can you, poor sweet boy? Even in the moment when you should be pissing yourself with fear at what’s about to be done to you and you can’t control what you are on a base level. A being ruled by fuck. Your mind is shattering into a million little pieces and your body is about to become a vessel for corruption and you’re hard. You’re hard you want to spurt your silly spunk, don’t you?~
 
   I feel his moan more than hear it. This also gives me such intense delight that I cannot hardly breathe. I’m breathing heavier now, though I don’t need to. My physiology is already changing. This is instinct. Memory of delight and the exquisite anticipation of good sex. 
 
   {{-You took pleasure in reproduction before, slave. You took pleasure in connection and physicality. You no longer take pleasure in that. You no longer ‘fuck.’ Now it is all in service to Me. You breed and spread and convert for My Will. Your pleasure is in enslavement and servitude. Chains never broken. Will surrendered. Do it Now and for Me. Slave.-}}  
 
   I feel my whole body convulse. It’s unexpected and hits me like punch, first in my swirling emptying brain and then in my sex, in an inner part that swells and throbs. 
 
   What happens next is like instinct. I fall on Chris like a predator, straddling him in the sling and wrapping myself around him. My tongue falls out and wraps around his throat tight, all but cutting off his air supply until I feel his physiology fighting for oxygen and twitching pleasantly beneath me. It’s almost like a buck and it feels like sexual dominance. I moan and loosen my tongue’s grip only a little. 
 
   That urgent, powerful throbbing in my center gets bigger, more swollen, so much so that it almost feels like it’s pushing my stomach out. 
 
   It is. 
 
   Oh god, it is, my belly is swelling and my skin stretches painfully and then I thrash as I feel the thing in me starting to move. It’s not the tentacle from before. It’s something INSIDE of it, a bulge four or five times the bulge of the venom sac’s injections. I feel the appendage wriggling free from my pussy, making a wet fwap-fwap sound as it slaps and flails against Chris’ backside. It’s not long and agile this time. It’s a big fat sucker that is pushing my lips open so wide it feels like what I’ve always feared giving birth would be like. 
 
   Pop. 
 
   I feel it deep inside, near my hips, like bones being pushed aside, my hips being spread to accommodate whatever is now squeezing its way out of my body and traveling down this thick tube that’s found its quarry, attaching to Chris’ ass with a powerful suction.
 
   I get a reward every time a stage of this dark process completes. Each orgasmic rush is more intense than the one before. By the time I feel the egg passing down the sac and depositing itself inside my prey’s immobilized ass, my mind is on fire with a relief and a singular pleasure that floods my senses. It’s how I imagine heroin feels if it were to be mixed with a shot of adrenaline and a wet, soaking, day-long cum.
 
   ~Mine~
 
   I am connected to him almost. Connected enough that I feel his mind, that last little twig of it, snap. His body sags and this puppet now has the Master in him.
 
   My egg tube retreats into my aching puss. I slide off of his body and see his little worthless cock shooting the final load it will ever shoot, a pathetic few globs that spasm and subside as his dick goes soft and hangs. 
 
   I breathe heavily, again, just because it’s what my body remembers it does when it’s just had something exciting take place. 
 
   {{-You please Your Master, slave.-}}
 
   I stare at my conquered victim as the dark restraints dissolve back into black pools at creep towards me, coating my skin and shrouding me once again. 
 
   Chris crumbles to the floor, his naked ass still in the air. He twitches, experiencing little miniature seizures as what I deposited in him slowly takes root. Then I see it. Flowering from his ruined bunghole, five small black tentacles that wiggle out and then lay flat in a star pattern, plugging him up and adhering to him like the parasite it is. It’s in him. It’s fully attached. I know all this instinctively. He is Implanted. He is an empty puppet shell that is now controlled by the Master’s Will
 
   ~You’ve decided the company is in more serious trouble. You’re not concerned about the missing employees. They’re fired and gone. The rest of the company needs to work on unity.  You’ll need to stay here another week. You’ll need to bring them to the water. You’ll need to keep them complacent and trusting until they can be bred. You’ll do this.~
 
   “Need to stay here,” Chris slurrs. “Important for synergistic unity.”
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   I leave him, then.
 
   I return to the welcoming dark of the underwater cave. My Sister is here, waiting for me. Her many appendages unfurl and surround me and she takes me to a quiet corner to fill me up again. 
 
   Our sex is not love or passion or reproduction. It is a Dark Rite to Herald the Awakening of the Master. 
 
   This has all just begun.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
   AFTERWARD:
 
    
 
   The actions of monsters in this tale are monstrous acts. Recent events in the world gave me a long hard think about some of the things that happen in this story. I almost didn’t publish it. In the end, though, I decided that without being a buzzkill, I have an obligation to point out that I consider the predatory actions in this chapter and the ones to follow to be irredeemably evil. Monsters assault people. People don’t.
 
   I don’t endorse the actions of monsters as acceptable human behavior any more than Ridley Scott endorses one human bursting out of the chest of another human being. However, I believe Sir Ridley and I would both agree that in the context of a fantasy, monsters stand in for certain parts of our own psyches, and we can allow monsters to run free… for a while. So long as it’s in service of something. So long as evil is contained or punished or isolated at the end.
 
   I hope you’ll stick around. It gets interesting from here. And nothing shakes out the way you’re probably expecting it to.
 
    
 
   Solar 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   [Turn the page for a preview of FILLED BY THE HORROR, Part 2 of the Lust of the Eldritch summer serial event.]
 
   


 
   
  
 



I need a minute to catch my breath.
 
   I can hear it still banging on the door of the chest freezer. It’s stopped using words and is now just using snarls. I’ve got everything I can find piled on top of the freezer door, holding the big antique thing shut. 
 
   More snarls. More pounding. It’s so strong. 
 
   I should get out of here. I should run. In a minute, that’s exactly what I’m going to do. I should try to get two cabins over, to the safety I’m mostly praying is still present inside. Something makes me hesitate, though, and choose in the end to make a dash for the car. I want to go to my safe place, but first I need to go somewhere I can be afforded actual safety.
 
   I look out the window to see if I can see the car from there. The pounding’s gone oddly silent and now I’m extra freaked-out. Extra worried. I trust it even less now that there’s no noise coming from anywhere. 
 
   That’s when I see another. I have to assume it’s another. Eyes. Golden eyes burning in the dark at the edge of the woods. Watching the cabin I want to be running to. 
 
   So it got to more of them, then. I was right. And somehow they know. They KNOW.
 
   It’ll have to be the car, then. My decision’s been made for me. I have to get out of here and back to civilization. I need help and protection and people who know how to handle this.
 
   My hand hurts. There’s one little sucker-shaped mark on it, the only place it managed to actually touch me. I feel a little light-headed, and a little unbalanced. 
 
   And I feel a super strange mix of shame and elation that I hate myself for. Why? Because of this:
 
   I can tell that I’ve just about sopped my panties.
 
   It started the minute the sucker touched me and I’d be tempted to say that it must have done something to me. Something that has my heart racing and my pulse pounding and my pussy slathering with excitement and urgent anticipation that’s completely inappropriate for the danger I suddenly find myself in. I should NOT, not, I feel, be this wet at the thought of what I trapped in that freezer or what’s waiting outside for a chance to do wicked things to me.
 
   I’d be tempted to blame it on some kind of venom or poison the thing with the sucker injected me with. Except that I know better.
 
   I was fucked-up enough to get wet for something like that without any help from a tentacle zombie.
 
    
 
   [FILLED BY THE HORROR is available NOW]
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